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does not want his Mussalman blood to pollute his friend's
Hindu blood in the moment of death. As he lies dying,
with trembling hands he builds a little ridge of dust
between them two to divert the stream of his blood.
The Paramara sees this last act of friendliness, but will
not brook the spirit of estrangement which lies behind
it. With dying breath he shouts, " Isa! Remove the ridge.
Let us not remain separate even in death!"
Many sects in Kathiavada followed both the Hindu
and Muslim forms of worship. The verses of Kahandas
Medu, an orthodox Hindu, who successfully prayed to a
Muslim Pir for his release from British hands, illustrate
the common bond which subsisted between the two
communities.
This wicked brown one1 is angry. He has fastened iron fetters on me;
put me in a cell; locked me in; and placed guards on it. Oh, merciful Mahomed
Pir of the Sea I Come to my help and break my fetters.
He speaks in an incomprehensible tongue; he puts on a short coat;
he is merciless ; he has a gun in his hand, a hat on his head. He does not
care for the good and the saintly. He eats things which both the Hindus
and the Muslims hold in horror. Oh, merciful Mahomed Pir of the Sea I
Come to my help and break my fetters.
He is not a Kshatri, not a £udra, not a Vaisya, not a Brahmana. He is
neither a Hindu nor a Mussalman. What is his caste ? He is unclean; he eats
uneatables; he bathes without clothes. Oh, merciful Mahomed Pir of the Sea !
Come to my help and break my fetters.
He observes neither the ida nor the utsava. He does not bow to the village
deities. He has no Koran, no Gita, no sacred acts. He does not speak the
language of the gods; he is not reliable; he is treacherous both ways. Oh!
merciful Mahomed Pir of the Sea! Come to my help and break my fetters.
The story of Sohini-Mehnr is a love story common to
the folklore of Kaccha, Kathiavada and Sindha. Sohirri,
the daughter of a potter, every mid-night, crosses the Indus
with the aid of well-baked earthen pot to meet her lover
Mehar. When he comes to know of it, her father, prefer-
ring honour to his daughter's life, substitutes an unbaked
pot for the one with which she crosses the river. That night,
the pot dissolves in mid-river. Her father has out-witted
her; he has chosen that she should die in water than live
in dishonour!
She hears the distant notes of her lover's flute. She
struggles against the waves with her tired arms. But
I   The Europeans were in the last century styled t>hura? the brown.

